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would shortly set out to restore him, but in spite of the plotting of his friends and the conversion of some of his keepers he was unsuccessful. There was always one traitor among his confidants and sooner or later Hammond was warned of his prisoner's intentions. On one occasion, in May 1648, a sentry who had been bribed by the King to let him pass repented at the last moment and confessed his crime to Hammond. The latter came into the King's bedroom an hour before the attempt was due and looked curiously at the window-bar, which had been eaten away at the base with nitric acid to facilitate its removal. " How now, Hammond," said the King, " what would you have? " "I have come to take leave of Your Majesty, for I hear you are going away." The King laughed and, with a triumph of self-control, said nothing further, but it is not surprising that his relations with the Governor henceforth became strained, nor that his natural melancholy increased. For many months, he later told a friend, the best company he had was a cc little, old, crumpling man that made the fires." There was, however, one devoted woman plotter whose energy and care deserved a better success and who seems to have roused in the lonely King a temporary flame of gallantry. This was a Mrs. Whorwood, daughter of a former Court official, " a tall, well-fashioned gentlewoman," with red hair, thirty-seven years old, who had acted as secret agent for the Royalists since the beginning of the war and who by her courage and efficiency won general admiration from her party. She had provided a ship for the King's abortive attempt at flight in May, and in July she came to